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	Falling In Love

Ben Wyatt.

Just the sound of his name made her blood boil. It was her senior year of high school and she intended on making the best of it. Ben Wyatt or not. It was the way he just stood there. He always had a smirk on his face and looked like he knew every damn thing in the world. Ann had tried to talk her down a few times, saying "he wasn't that bad", but she never bought it. Not even for a second. So when he strolled up to her after 4th period, she was ready.

"Hey, you coming to Chris's party tonight?"

"I don't know. Whatever. It has nothing to do with you... Why are you even asking?"

"Sorry... Just curious, I guess." Of course he made himself out to be the victim, she knew there was something behind all this, but she couldn't figure it out. He walked way slowing. Well, he may have been a dick. But he did have a nice butt.

That night, she walked in with Ann. The party was great! The music was loud and everyone was pretty drunk. Even Leslie had a few drinks, enough to make her pretty tipsy. So, when every start yelling spin the bottle, she gladly joined in. Everyone say in a circle, they would take turns and the person would spin the bottle, and whoever it landed on had to spend 7 minutes in the back room with the spinner. Two by two, couples went off, until it was finally her turn. With a big breath she spun and closed her eyes, there was a big gasp and she slowly opened them. It was him. Of course it was him. Of course the universe would do that. He smirked that ridiculous smirk, stood, and offered her his hand.

"But..." Leslie started to protest. But everyone started yapping and someone shoved her right into Ben's chest. They slowly walked to the room in silence. When they finally closed the door behind them, Leslie decided to give Ben a piece of her mind.

"Wait... Before you say anything, I know you hate me. And I'm not expecting anything. I actually respect you, so, here is your out. It's okay, honestly." This took her by surprise. She stared at him, trying to figure out whys that meant. At first, she was touched, and actually felt like he was being a nice guy. But then she realized this could also be his way to have something on her, to use, that she was a prude who wouldn't even kiss him. This could all be a scheme and this "nice guy" thing is just an act.

"No. We are going to do this. Sorry to ruin your other plans!"

"What?" But before Ben could get another word out, she was kissing him. Her lips were tightly pressed against his and her eyes shut tight. If she could just keep the, closed maybe she wouldn't even notice... But then his hand moved. It found her hip and her smoothly pulled her in closer and cup her face with the other hand. What was happening? He had to find this weird, didn't he? It was then his lips started to move, slowly at first, but enough to make her soften and go a little weak in the knees. She had kiss other guys before. Her ex-boyfriend, Mark, had been a tough, hard kisser. This was different... It was tender and sweet and made her feel like she was floating. She almost forgot all together who she was even kissing. He broke the kiss.

"Did I do something wrong...?"

"No! I just... I didn't think you would want me to continue, do you?" She just nodded. He grabbed her again and sweep her right up against him. The time the kiss was more urgent in his part, like something had woken within him. Not thinking about anything but what she felt, she began to tug at his shirt. His eyes got wide with surprise, but he did what she wanted. She ran her hands down in chest. It was strong, and well-defined, this made her breath catch. He leaned back in to kiss her again, and the door swung open. It was Tom.

"TIME IS... Woah. Holy shit! WYATT AND KNOPE! Ben quickly got his shirt back on before every else crowded around the wide open door.

"It was nothing guys, back off". Leslie pushed past all of them back into the party. She didn't speak to Ben the rest of the night. But she caught him staring at her on multiple occasions. Ann decided to stay over at Donna's that night, and as the party died down and she started to leave, she noticed Ben slowly following behind her. When she got outside, she turned around quickly. "What do you want?"

"I don't know. I'm sorry. I just..."

"Okay. I really want to pretend this never happened, but obviously you need to stay something, so get in my car. We can talk, and then you can go. Ben simply nodded and got in. Leslie drove a few blocks down, parked, and turned to him. Before she even got a word out, his lips were back on hers. It was like they never left. The feeling retuned and she let out a small whimper, that was all he needed to know. He pulled her into the backseat and and laid himself on top of her. His smell, which was surprising good, overwhelmed her. She stopped.

"Hold on. What the hell are we doing? I hate you."

"I know.", he smirked, "but I also know you felt that back there".

"I felt nothing, I feel nothing for you. But you are good at this." That was the understatement the of the year. He was amazing. She didn't want him to stop, but obviously couldn't say that.

"Okay, what about an arrangement?" He looked puzzled. "What kind of arrangement?"

"We do this, every once in a while and don't tell anyone".

"That's your idea of an arrangement?" He chuckled.

"Well, it's all you've got." She said suddenly. He stopped laughing and his face got very hard, "Okay, deal". And with that, they were kissing again. She didn't quite understand it, but it felt amazing. And if no one knew, what was the harm?


End file.
